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Synopsis.

AROLD STANLEY, reporter for

8 New York deily, owned by his
fother, is in love with Florence
Montroge, daughter of Dr. Montrose,
who haa spent his life perfecting o
machine to refuvenate Rumanity.
Stanley has been working on the mys-
terious murder of fourteen wealihy
New Yorkers, each atrangled by o
dedng of supernaiurcl power. The
Arst view of the murderer is ob-
tained by Fioremce Montrose, when
Stonley's fother ia made the victim
of the fifieenth Crimson Stoin mur-
dor in her home. In an attempt fo
Yt Btanley out of the woy Decause
‘e hoe rolsed & hue ond cry over his
\ather’y death, Pierre Lo Rus, the
Mayer, runs inlo Florence ond dis-
povers thoé she recognizes Rim. La
Ru¢'s mon Tanner kidnaps Florence.
Btanley runs the flying outo down
wly fto find that the girl hds been
put into & Aypnotic tronce ond com
lell nothing.

CHAPTER THREE.
The Broken Spell

8 THE two men bent over
[the trance-bound girl—as
Fulix and Parrish listened
from beyond the portleres—
Florence's wide eyes slowly closed
Her tense body relaxed its rigid pose.
She sank back, a forlornly inert and
lifelass little form, on the couch.

“She s dead!"” gasped Harold Stan-
ley In horror.

Parrish and Felix exchanged an-
other glance fraught with strangs
meaning. The detactive turned on
his beel and silsntiy quitted ths
houss. Felix stole to his own quar-
ters.

Dr. Montrose staggered rather than
walked to the wall and tors from it
A tiny Venetian mirror. He held this
unsteadily just above Florence's
white lips. As he glanced at the mir-
ror again, he asighed 'n utter rellef.
The smooth surface of the glass was
blurred ever so little.

“It {» her breath!" he exclaimed.
“She !s alive! She has merely sunk
Into the secondary stage of the hyp-
notic trance. She may lle like this
weeks She can never be aroused
from it except by the man or woman
who meamerized her.”

Thers was littls enough hope In his
tone. Stanley promised to call up
every few hours to Inquire for the
patient. Then, saying good-by, he re-
turned to his car and ordered the
chauffeur to drive him back to Robert
Clayton’s studlo.

There he found Clayton stretched
out on the floor; his head in Vanya
Tosca’s lap. The model was leaning
anxiousiy above him, bathing an ugly
cut on his temple. As Harold entared
the studio, she looked up, eagerly.

“He Is coming back to hls senses,™
she said in pathetic gladness. *‘See!
His eyes ars opening and he is
breathing regularly again”

“How did this happen?” demanded
Btanley, glancing from her absolute-
ly Innocent face to that of the slow-
Iy recovering artlst.

“I waa waiting here for him." ex-
piained Vanya, "after you rushed
out so excitedly. All at once I heard
& groan. It came from behind the
divan. I pushed the divan aside. Mr.
on lay there, gagged and bound.

The injured man rose on one elbow
and blinked dazed!y around him.

“What's happened?”’ he asked, his
volee unsteady, his eves du!l. “Did
someone put me out? I—I—Oh, hello,
Vanya!" he broke off. *““What's up?
How do you happen to ba heps?"

Harold sald nothing. He scentad
mystery, although he no longer con-
nected Vanya with {t. After making
certain that Clayton was none the
worse for his mishap Stanley left
him to his fair volunteer nurse and
went downtown to the office.

“All thia |s mlted up, In somes way,
with the Crimson Stain,” he mused, as
he reviewed tha afterncon's strangs
events. “I'm sure of that But—oh,
it doesn't make sense! T hava the
whole tangle In my hands, with no
way of finding either end of it.”

The next day saw no change in
Florance Montrose’s conditinn. 8till
she lay as one dead; the foint blur on
the mirror alone showing that she
breathed. Dr. Montross quitted her
bedside only once. That was when
Harold Stanley telephoned to him to
learmn If ahe wara better.

Btanley, hearing of har continued
unconsclousness, announced that he
was comlng at once to the Montrose
bouss to see her and to talk over a
new plan of attack on the Crimson
Btaln. The doctor assented, without
Intarest, and returnad to his daugh-
ter's badsida.

For nearly an hour he sat thus, his
oyes on Florence's lifelsas face: his
entire will power concentrated In an
effort to overcoma tha forca that hald
her, and to bring her back to her
[ et

At last his tired gaze lifted. He
chanced to look at a long mirror dl-
rectly In front of him. Tn this mirror
he saw that the door bahind him was
slrwly opaning. Mowaless, astonlshed,
he sat and watchad.

Gradually, through the widening
aperturs, Plerrs La Rue slipped Into
the room, and stood, fust within the
threshold, looking across with a
mocking grin, at Florence. Hearing
thet she was dead, he had stolen
hither, In alarm, to verlfy or dis-
grove the news,

Under the spell of La Rue's gase,
the gir! slowly rose to a eitting pos-
ture, and her dark eyes opened wide.
But her eyes were still those of a
sleep-walker.

With a snarl like a fighting dog’s,
Dr. Montrose sprang to his feet and
whirled about to confront La Rua
The Iatter, not in the least minded

to confront the doctor In this mood,
darted back across the threshold,
drawing shut the door behind him.

Montrose, still awept by the flame
of anger, snatched up a huge brazen
Jardinlere from a bedside table and
hurled {t with all his might after the
eacaping La Rue

The heavy miasile whizzed through
ths alr toward its mark But La Rue
had been an instant too quick for his
clumsy aasallant. The jardiniere
crashed loudly against the newly-
closed door, shattering one of the
thick panels and caroming nolsily to
the floor.

The shock 414 for Florence what
all the medieal skill on earth could
not have done. La Rue's presence
had partly aroused her. La Rus's
mdden panicky flight had shaken the
hypnotist’s mind for a moment looss
from its hold on the girl. The fearful
racket of the Jardiniere's Impact
against the door had completed the
work of breaking the spell.

Florence came to herself, with a
little start of amazement, and stared
around In wonder to find herself in
bed. The last thing she remembersad
vwas looking into Plerre La Rue's syas
at the studio the day beforse. As in
the case of most persons freed from
hypnotic sleep, she felt nons the
worse for her experience. BShe waa,
apparantly, In her usual perfect
health agaln

Harold Stanley, reaching the honss,
had been ushered into a reception-
room by Felix. As the servant was
about to taks his card up to Dr. Mont-
rose, & crash resounded from an upper
floor. Harold, h!s nerves taut and
tingling, bounded up the wids stair-
case In the directlon of the sound; just
as Plerre La Rue glided, unseen, down
the servants’ stalrcase at the rear.

Thus it was that Dr. Montrose,
striding toward the door of tha bed-
room, saw, through the smashed panel,
Btanley hurrying down the hallway
toward him. Instantly, he realized
that his secret was In danger. And
Anger gave way to pitiful eraftiness.
Opening the broken door and greet-
ing the newcomer, he sald, hastily:

“Sometimes a shock will arouss a
hypnotized sleeper. I threw a jardi-
niers at the wall, hoping to wake
Florence that way. My alm was bad
and It struck the door. I—"

"Dad,"” called & perplexsd young
voice behind him, “what in the world
fa the matter—and what am I doing
up hera? I went to Robert's studlo
to——"

A ory of dumfounded joy from
both of them interrupted her. She
had sprung out of bed and had
wrapped a lace negligee about her.
Thus clad, she was advancing toward
them,

"Iou are awake again!" cried Har-
cld in delight. “You are awake!"”

"Why, of coursse, I'm awake, you
allly boy," she answered, langhing.
“Why shouldn’t T be awake, In broad
daylight? Hut how I happened to ba
in bed—"

“¥eu have been ill, dear,” evaded
her father,

“IN" she repeated. *“Why, 1 ferl
perfectly well. What nonsense! 1 '

“No,” quletly contradicted Farold,
Immoring the look of appeal that the
doctor flashed at him. *“You have
been hypnotized. You were just now
awakened by—*

“You are right,” she broke In. a
flood of memory returning to her.
"Yes, that was {t. T remember. Tt
must have been hypnotism. I remem-
ber It all. And I've read about such
things, too. But I never beliaved
them. I was hypnotized. He looked
deep down through my ayes nto my
very soul. And then I seemed to be
going to slmep. Ha—"

“He?" echoed Harold. “Who?*

“I—I don't know. I had seen him
only once before. A red glow, just
like & ball of fire, flamed up into hls
eyes, and—*

"The Crimson Btain!” erled Har-
old. “The Crimson Btain! Tell us
ebout him! You must try to remem-
ber! You must!™

“I eouldn't forget a singls detall of
it If T tried,” she answared, ghudder-
ing. “I went to Bob Clayton's studlo
for my first sitting. Bob wasn't
thera. But this man was. I eorled
out, but he caught me by the shoul-
ders and loaked down Into my eyes.
The naxt thing I knew you wers eom-
ing down the hall toward this room,
Just now."

“You say you'd seen him once bs-
fore,” Harold reminded her. *When
and whera "

She hesitated a second; then, to her
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astonishment, she found she eould
speak of the subject, upon which
hitherto La Rue's power had held
her dumb.

“I saw him the night your father
died,” ahe answered. "It was he who
killed him. I came into the dining-
room just ahead of you and Bob.
This man was strangling your father.
He looked at me—his eyes were flar-
ing red—and he vanished through the
curtains. Iie—"

"But," excitedly demanded Harold,
“you never told us! Why not?

“I—I tried to,” she faltersd. *“Oh,
80 hard I tried to! But there ssamed
a seal on my lips. I—"

“FPleass describe the man as closely
a8 you can,™ Harold went on, turning
to the girl. “We want every detail.”

"“No, no!" protested the doctor. “Not
now. 8he ls too weak—t00 exhausted
by the trance—to be allowed to talk
any longer.”

“Why, Dad!" laughed Florencs,
‘'m nothing of the sort. And I'll
gladly describe him. Besides, It may
save other psopls fromn becoming
Crimson Staln victims Or, perhaps,
1now that you are so close on his trail
the Crimson Staln murders have
stopped! There hasn't besn one of
them since—""

“Since last night,”
Harold.

“Last night!" corled Florance and
her father,

"“Tell us,” Insisted Florence, whils
her father stared in dumb misery at
the spenker.

“You remember the tumbledown old
Lent house, just above the Hronx!"
went on Stanley. "The haunted housa
we used to call it. Florence, you
and I went there on a picnic once
v hen wo were kids. And you've both
lieard the rumors, of course, that
Hiram T.ent kept big sums of money
there, because he didn't trust banks.
He has llved there alone, aver aince [
can remember Well, just befora
midnight, last even'ng, he was found
lylng dead across his doorstep. Bome
peopls In an automoblls lost their
way back to town and they stopped
at this shanty to ask the reute. They
found him there, dend. H!s whols
house had been ransacked. And—
and the marks of the Crimson Staln
BTIp wers on his wizened oid throat.”

“Horrible! groaned Dr. Montroas,
his own throat sanded with terror.

“I'm going there this afternoon,”
continued Harold, “and look the
ground over, in person.”

“Take me with you!" was Florence's
unexpecied plea,

Her father broke out In a flerce
refusal,

“I'll try to stop hers on my way, If
I can make time to,” Hareld told her
when he ross to go, "and then, it
the doctor will let you, we'll run
down there togsther.”

On the walk leading thromgh the
Erounds to the streat Btanley was
furprised to meet Vanya Tosca com-
ing toward the house. At the sight
of him she flushed with Fenuine em-
barrassment. Having fared to Mont-
rose for a new supply of the Impera-
tively needful drug, she was not over-
plrased to he recognized,

"I—1 come to spe if Miss Montross
is better,” she faltersd, as she took
Stanley's hand. *1 heard you telling
Mr. Clayton she was (j1.”

It was a filmsy excuse, but it roused
no suspicion in Harold's abatracted
mind. Releasing her hand, he said:

"She is very much better. If you're
golng back to town, can I give you
a lft in my ear?

Vanya hesitated. Then her quick
eve noted that Florence was watch-
Ing them in genuine perplexity from
the window of her room. Bpitefully
Eglad to sting the girl with jealousy,
Vanya gushingly accepted the Invita-
tion. Florence, with a queer little
tug at her heartstrings, saw them get
into the ear and drive off together.

“Is there anything new In that
Crimson Staln crusade your news-
paper is waging?" asked Vanya idly,
&8 she and Stanley neared the eity.

"Yes,” replled Harold, with some
vehemence. "Thers {s a lot that's
new. That's why I'm hurrying back
to the office.”

And ne told her what he had learned
from Florence concerning the Crimson
Stain. Yanya listened with polite in-
terest, then changed the subject; and
presently left the car on the pretext
orhnﬁnznmntouyinnadrwd
Park.

Two minutes later she was In a drug
stors telsphone booth, An hour later
rhe and Tanner and ons or two others
wers clossted with Plerre La Rus In

supplemented
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She sank back, a forlornly inert and
lifeless little form, on the couch,

the big room at the back of Tanner's
upper East Side apartment. Plerre
was speaking.

“This news changes everything,” hs
was SBaying. “And we must meet it
the only way It can be mBt. Butit
seems Florences Montrose can describe
me too well, and she's likely to point
me out to the first policaman, if ever
she happens to meet me on the strest.
What's worse, she's likely to see me
when I go to Montrose for the drug.
And then everything will go to smash.
We must—lose her."

S'The finger bracelet?” asked Vanya
unconcarnedly.

“No,” refused Plerra. “That's too
risky, for they'll be watching her. You
say she wnnts Stanley to take her to
the Lent Louse this afterncon? We'll
save him the trouble. Take her there
yourself, Tanner. You and Phelps.
I'll glve you your Instructions later.
Take her there, tia her there, and have
with you one of the cute little torpe-
does 1 taught you how to make."

“More bomb work!" sputtered Tan-
ner, quite without enthusiasm.

“More bomb work,” assented La
Rue. "It sweeps as clean as a new
broom. It doesn't even leave trace
for people to get nosey about, if it's
strong enough. And ours are strong
encugh. It'll take her out of our WAY.
And It'll take the Lant houss out of
our way. The police are studying that
house too carefully today. I don't
llke it. We did a fairly clean job.
But we were thers for an hour or
more. And we may have left tracea
that they'll blunder onto. Even the
cleverest man Is apt to."”

“I don’t like the Jjob," grumbled
Tanner. “Why don't you try the
hypnotism again?"

“Too unsafe. You saw how {t
worked out this time. Hypnotism s
like chemistry. Thers is always an
‘unknown quantity’ in it. The best
chemist is always liable to be blown
sky-high with his own familiar chem-
icals. And the best hypnotism—my-
self, If you l'lke—ls apt to lose his
hold over his subject. Just as I've
done today. Now, there's nothing
sgubtle or doubtful about the right
sort of a bomb.”

“T don't like it," reiterated Tanner
sulkily.

Plerre stepped a littls closer ta him.
Thers was no changse In the expres-
Elon of La Rue's maskilke face. But
the strange crimson light began to
flame in his eyes. Tanner shrank
back; all the bluster gona from him.

“Ob, I'll do it, all right!™ he mut-
tered. “Ttut how'll we pet her there?"

“I told you,” sald La Rus, pleas-
antly, "that I'd give you your in-
structions later.”

Wa turned again to Vanya.

“We'll try to make up today,"” sald
he, “for cur bungle of yesterday at
Clayton's studio, I want you to get
Stanley there at 2 o'clock this after-
noon. I'll be thers at quarter past.
1 won't trust any outsiders to help us
out today. Yo: eay Clayton and he
alwavs have a highball or a thimble-
ful of cordial when Stanley comea to
the studin. If you're good at all you
ought to he able to put enough of our
£lumber-drops in their drinks to have
them both safe asleep by the time
I get thera. The rest will be so sim-
ple that even a bonehead llke Tanner
could do it,

“But Mr. Stanley won’t be able to
be ut the studio this afterncon,” ob-
jrcted Vanja. “He's golng up to the
Lent house and —"

"“Perhaps 1 spoke mso Indistinetly

that you dldn't understand mae,"
purred La Rue. "I said: “Get Stamn-
ley there.”

Vanya subsided, with a murmur.

As Harold Stanley was about to
leave the office at one-thirty, to go
uptown in his gray roadster, Yanya
Rosca summoned him to the tele-
phone.

“I've just come from Bob Clayton's
studio,” she sald, worrledly, “and I
don’'t at all ke the way he looks
after hils accident of yesterday.
Won't you pleass stop In thers for
five mlnutes on your way uptown?
Don't say I asked you to. Just tell
him you dropped In for a drink and
& cigaret with him. And then look
him ovar carefully, without his sus-
pecting, I think he needs a doctor.
It you tell him so he may send for
one. He won't do It for ma."

When Btanley strolled into the stu.
dio a little later, Vanya was posing
for the “Delilah" pleture and Clay-
ton wns busy at his eassl. Except
for a patch of plaster on the fore-
head, Harold could not seea that the
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RED MEN'S CONVENTION
HELPS BOOST WILDWOOD

Visitors Flock to Resort for Pageant

. and for Fishing.
artist looked the worse for his | Wildwood, N. J., Sept 16 week's
llllil'l. o activities centered around national

“Rest!” Clayton bade his model.

convention of the Improved Order of
Then going across to meet Harold, he representing

Red Men, when delegates
exclaimed forty-five States of the Union nn..l.n
. ttendance, many for the -

“It's awfully decent of you to drop | ﬂl"t“ er et

down down on us like this, when | I¥ (he acean, as well as this pop

you're s0 busy. Have a drink. | The greatest event of the week was the
“Walt!" called Vanya, running Into | ooont sireet t on Wetneslay aft-

the adjoining kitchenette. “I'll get

| ernoon, when thousands of Red Men
the highballs for you. Men are 80 rrom the tribes of Pennsylvania, New
awkward!"

York, Delaware, Maryland and New Jer-
A minute later she

sey took part In the contest for the
bearing & tray containing three |prizes offered by the order and city of-

glasses, a siphon and a little bowl |fclals

of cracked ice. |
“Men are awkward, eh? wscoffed
on, “How about women?
You've actually poured the Bootch
into the glasses instead of bringing
us the bottle.” !
“I did it,” she defended Werself,
“becauss you both would take too
much If I left you pour it yourselves."
“Who's getting the ‘misses’ and
children's size' drink?" he asked,
pointing to one glass which had bare-
Iy a spoonful of whisky in It
“That's mine,” she announced.
hate the smelly, stinging stuff, so I
take as little as possible. Say when.”
The glasses were charged, and Clay-
ton ralsed his to his lips. Stanley
reached for the glass Vanya had
filied for him, and lifted it abruptly.
Generations of men have wondered
why & seemingly useless trio of but-
tons are sewn on each sleeve of &
coat.

One of them caught on the edge of En-.:-
the table as he lifted his arm to ]-n-!

€rink. The jerk knocked the glass |
out of his hand, and It smashed on |
the floor, cascading his boots with
Bcotch and carbonic. |

“Rottenly careless of mel™ he
apologized, “I'm sorry.”

“Never mind,”” consoled Vanya,
“I'll get you another."

“No, thanks,” he sald, “I must run |
on. I just dropped in to say ‘hello.’
Bob, you're looking better than I ex-
pected. Good-by."

He went out; just as Robert Clay- |“Open House™ to Be Held by All Dis- |

ton slumped down into an armchair |
n a drugged sleep. |
A little earlier, Florence Montrose |

“I |been the best musical season ever given

1eceived a note, brought to her by a |

man in chauffeur’s livery and whose |whic}
car waited at the port cochera . Bha |ters ar

recognized liarold Stanley’s strong |nourced for Beptember 30, by F. B Willls

handwriting and, opening the enve- ralen marager of the Chalmers

lope, she read: [eenpany ¢ . |
“I am in terrible trouble, hers at | The nren for the monster 1---'Inr-rav‘

the old Lent house, I can't explain in |
this note. But, for the sake of all
our old time friendship 1 beg you to

|1'an

Arrivals have poured Into the resort
without ceasing all week. The pleasant
westher has ndded 10 the list many
whose usual trips have been made later
in the month. Fishing, crabbing, bath-
ing and yachting by moonlight are still
popular

There never were 8o many visitors at
this resort and ite sister resorts, at &
corresponding period, as there have been
In the past week or ten days, and they
are still coming in large numbers

On  Friday, Director Walter Pfeiffer
and his orchestrn closed the season at
the Wildwood Casino Auditorfum. It has

In Wildwood, and the leader was pre-
sented with s purse of gold by the lead-
Ing citlzens of Wiidwood

A large number of persons are advo-
cating that after the compietion of the
sewage plant the city authorities erect
An up-to-date garbage incinerating plant
for the resnrt

Another question is being talked
about I8 the moving of the nld board-|
walk along the Holly Beach sectlon t-'i
reAoT! nearer to the water's eodge
on & line with the new Wildwood
wonden way,
Capitalists are
well ne taking

that

alsn  Investigating as|
ip the matter of erect- |

|ing & half-millon-dollar hotel

CHALMERS DEALERS

PLAN CELEBRATION

tributers on September 30, |

A nation-w birthd
e than 1,
dealers wi'l

Ide ay celebration in
haimers' distribu. |

act as hosts, ia an-

LT

in
vuncement

anniversary
W the
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if the an-

M

len R
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P Chal-
mers Six-Mn

Frgineny

year ago, Chief |

Indianapolis Show Brings New ldea
Sor Bibioeck

Indianapolis, Bept. M.—Tha! the twelve-
cylinder car Is attrasting universal at-
tention was evidenced at the opening day
of the Indianapolis Annual Auto Show
last weak, when more than 1000 show vis-
flors inspecied the new seriss Nutional
Highway twelve-cylinder cars. This an-
nual auto show at Indianapoils is of more
than usual interest to the sutomobile in-
dustry, because it is the first show each
year that exhibits all the new models

This new series National twelve were
exhibited for the first time at this show.
National built the first American six-cyl-
inder cars and was one of the ploneers
with twelve-cylinder ears. Two dlstinet

advantages are claimed for the “twelve™

—more even flow of power with conse-

quent absence of gear shifting, and the

elimination of vibration whichk has been
20 destructive to automobile motors

With the twelve, the crankshaft re-
celves six propulsions every time the mo-
tor “turns over.” Thus, the power stream
ls unbroken. The individual cylinders are

(small and the explosions are more gen-

tle but more continuous

“SUPER-SIX” SHATTERS
WESTERN AUTO RECORD

Ralph Mulford Lowers Mark from
Denver to Colorade Springs.

On August 2 Ralph Mulford drove

stock model Buper-8ix, carrying two extr

wire wheels, from Denver to Colorad
Springs, Colo, In 1 he minutea 2
seconde. The best p record be
tween thess pointe wa by a well
known eight-cylinder ca 1 hour §
minutea, the distance being 747 miles

The Iast named record was the subjec
of so much discussion and considersd »
wonderful by Colorade people that Mul
ford who was resting up after his driv
in the Flke's Peak hill climb, concelve’
a notion to see what s stock Buper-Ei

ould do. The answer was the shetter
ing of the eight's record by exactily 1
minuteg 3% peconds

Following his record drive of 18 min
ites 34 peconds to the summit of Pike
Peak, In a Hudson Buper-Six Special tw

and & haif mi ea fasler time than tha
made by the fasiest car in the hill-cltmbt
ng events, Mulford is again recelvir

congratulations in
ple are

Denver and loeal
marveling at the prowess of th

Motor ] Hudson car

SOCIETY

Hinkley turned ever the thorou- e A A .

help me by coming here at once. The iglily tegted model :-\ 10 the Chalmers | CONTINURD . FROM- PAGE. _"- '_r
bearer of this note, can be trusted,  manufncturing department  Sines lhal! == =
He will bring you to me, in his car. {time Z00 Chaimers 2's have been| her guests were Mra
H. 8" |dellvered and nre now giving perfect |of Haltimore; Mrs

Impulsively, the girl Gbersd the Imi- M?"I’l’ﬂ"'i In the hanids of owners. The | Mrs ¢
ploring summons from her old play- I..-I i I 'F,F:!,.:r. nE ‘ .I;t Ve .-!' ?..‘.’: :‘\'.'E!\- Ii;r : oid Miss Mas
fellow. Thrusting the note hurriedly e b '._r"“:;\r- per cent perfect ser- iir”.nrr- of Wilnataston: N € o
into the bosom of her dress, she ran We 'I[.nr:[h: ng that our e-.',r-;l AI:.v. :‘I l‘hr_-p.p who .'.t'.r arrived
upstalrs for her hat and gloves. The should recognize in some w ay, the first|epe the fall are Mrs Griscom am
note fell from It resting place as she |1 11,4, of the most famous Chalmers | Mizs Francis Griscom, who are oceupy
ran, and it lay (unnoticed by the ex- |ear ever buflt,” says Mr. Willis. “Ourl ing a cottage.

cited girl) on the floorway of the
lower hall.

And there, five minutes later, Har- |<stablishment of 8!l Chalmers deslers
old Btanley found it In nr,:l‘:-nr.l to the reception, the \;.ll-

Stanley, reaching the Montrose |!77% In I' s caloni o il t':"' ],L'.";::
home, to take Florence with him to | /" "Pportunity to inspect e it
the Lent houss, stood waiting in the || 47778 clomed car m il 3]
hall, while a servant went upstairs to cars, Including the touring ssann. | Hm
look for her, There his eye fell idiy !.-..-,,;.-,. town car, and cabrioiet are =il
on the twisted sheet of peper. fitt te the standard R P M

“The Lent houss!" he shouted to  lassis and are rated among the smar!
his chauffeur, “Break every apeed | 2t models makie MATATICS this

law in the statute books, and get me | all

there!”
Florence meantime had madas good

time In the strangs car that had coms |

STUEBAKER PUTS 0UT

for her. Once, as they neared the
Bronx, she chanced to look back, and
eaw In the distance a gray roadstar
carecning along in a cloud of its own
dust at break-neck pace. But she was
too much troubled as to Harnld Stan-
ley’s fate to give tha whirling grav
CAT & second thought.

Prasently her automobile stogp,ed
In front of the dllapldated ILaent
house. She jumped out, hurried up
the weed-grown walk and entered the
hovel, the chauffeur at her heels

Just Inside the door she was con- the 8t

fronted by & man she had never be-

fore seen. In his hands he held sev.  sale of mever

eral lengths of tough silken cord, Asw
her eyea fall on Tanner the chauffeur
seized her from behind and strove to
force a gag into her mouth, while
Tanner, striding forward, caught
both her hands and began to wind
ons of the cords around her wrists

The gir! struggled furlously in the

grasp of the two. A second later she

heard some one else dash Into the  cutput
house, whirlwind fashin. And she | tact, In all T
had a glimpee of Harold Btanley as baker corporation
the latter flung himself upon Tan. | The

nar.

The chauffeur, loosing his hold on "_‘r‘-"- production at present is at the

Florence, advanced toward the bat-

fling men and put his hand to his |

pistol pocket. Florence, scarce know-
ing what she did, snatched up an
earthen jar from the floor beside her

and brought it down with all her |

sinuous young strength upon the
chauffeur's head.

He foll like a dead man under the |'o%n in the

biow. Tanner, beneath the impet
of Stanley’s fist, sprawled alongsid
his confederate less than a mecond
later,

“Come!" sald Btanley, throwing a
protecting arm around Florence and
drawing her out of the house with
him. “Let's gat away from this while
the ‘getting’ (s still good.  Thers
may be a dozen mors of thoss chaps
around here.”

He helped her Into the ear, which
sped off with them from the perilous
vicinity, not & gecond too soon.

Tanner, at the same time, scram.
bling, panic-stricken, to his feet, and,
without a backward look at his un-
conscious comrade, bolted ocut of the
hut's back door and plunged at full
speed through the tangle of briars
that lay behind it.

As he ran, an explosion sent him
tumbling to earth again, with a fly-
ing storm of debris pelting him a=
he fell.

Looking back at sound of the de-
tonation, Harold saw the Lent house
arise bodily in air, then amid a sheet
of yellow flame, crumble into noth.
Ingness.

NEW TEST BEING USED
BY MILLER TIRE MEN

You can’'t judge the toughness or wear-

ag power of a finished tire by looking |

at the outside surface. The only way to

got right down to roek-dottom is to ex- |

amine a plece of the rubber taken from

the tread and of a size that can be |
etretabed, twisted and abused Ths MU you say.

Isr Rubber Company, of Akron, Ohlo,
makers of the “Geared-to-the-Road" tire,
ls making It poasible for autorobile own-
ers to make this teast with a plece of rifh-
ber taken from their new biack tire, and
motorists are belng handed a lttle aur-
prise these days when they entar a Miller
tire dealers’ astore.

*Try to break that,” sayas Mr, Dealer,
as he hands out a plece of black rubber
about the elzs of a shoe string. “Easy,"

mumg_-muu

|#0 with naked handa, Some motorists
| have tled a plece of string or & hand-
| kerchlef to one end of the rubber al-
|lowing for more purchase, but this meth-
od of test usually cuts the rubber at
the fastening point. “That's a plece of
the tread rubber used in Miller black
tires,” saym Mr. Dealer. Thia test is be-
ing put up to the public all over the coun-
try, It proves strong falth on the part
of the Miller Rubber Company in the
BAN pGalar-griced tire,

F. C. Milihoff, general sales manager of
the company, the Miller black tread tire
has made tremendous strides in popularity
since it was launched on the market a
short time ago.

Computing the population of European
and Asiatic Russia at 180,000,M0 and al-
low-ing five bushels a head for food and
peed, the consumption of wheat In that
region would amount to 904,000,000 bushels

to & year,

sales promotion department hit upon the
scheme of a general reception at the
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2 CHEVROLET PLANS NEW

SERVICE STATION HERE

Manager Harry Mundy, of the

week, Mr
the New
Motor

H
York branch
Company. While here My
worked with Mr. Mundy on arrangements
for the f & new mervice wtation, to
be bhuiflt with the idea of giving Chevro-
let owners absolutely up-to-the-minute
BETVICS

With the reputation the local Chevre-
let branch already has [ Riving serv-
lee Chevrolet owners wi look forward
to the completion of this new station with
the expectation of getting service far
out of the ordinary, and with the needed
facilitiea at hand, there 1s no reason to
doubt that Manager Mundv will furnish
them just that caliber service.

ul

MUSIC AT MT. PLEASANT CONG.

kxceptional Program Arranged for
This Morning,
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Chevrolet branch. had as his visitor last|
B. Leahy, males manager of | Crawford House, where Lord and Lady

of the Chevrolet | Aberdese

Leahy |Gays t

Dr. George E. ¢ BEchweinitz. of Phils
deiphia, & noted sppecialist. has been

{the Greenbrier for ten daya

Thuradny evening in

Mr»

t Parrish. Mra. Garrett B. Walil
Desoto Mrs. Henry
Cabell, Mrs s

\alent

ar

N
\ He

Fit
v

White Moun_tains.

Washington nnd 7 T rea  ancl
people have plryved

in the life of the Mount

Wask
Clevel:
has spent the su
enis T, and M

Alrs. R

wnd  from
mmer
"
t Washir

EES

# a1l the Mou
Mre 1

leena

kwood
d and M Nella
on, are at ths Maplewood In-
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riends House for
heir 1 etay

Mr.and Mrs A T C Griff
ington, ere spend
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of Wash-
time st the

ng some
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have
week

few
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spending a
ectured
A

upor
on Monday
a collection of 32236
8 L. Cooper Mr mhd Mrs ‘H
Cooper and E W_ Stearns, of

ington, motored to the
House on Thursday Mrs Charles
Nitge, Martha A Schwermann and
Charles T Nitze, of Baltimore, are at
the Mount Pleasant House Robert
Burns arrived there from Washington
this week Mrs. N. T. Haas motored
here from Baltimore and ig at the
Mount Pleasant House for an indefintte
stay

STAGE STAR RECREATES
IN MITCHELL ROADSTER

pet ¢t

i eve-
ning, inking

Mrs
OB
Wash-
Mount Fleasant

The (following musical program has| Another famous 'nl;np has been added
¥ 34 i f theatrical stars who
fTO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK) |been arranged by Claude Robeson, |to the long list o r
— |organist and director, for the service thig| are depending on the famous midseason
morning at the Mount Pleasant Con.| Mitchell for '_h:-]u ."I'\ru':t‘.lr-n.“ .
P i. ¥ gregational Church. Misa I..!'.'-,tr'. '.q.J.'.."a . who .?‘J-l'"t? iy
3G Baker Bﬂ}’l wee Organ prelude—"Andante,” Whitnev | starred in Ziegfeld's Follies at the New
Del Baker, who helps out behind the bat| Anihem—"Stll, Stll with
for Hughle Jennings' Tigers,when Stanage Speaks.
and Spencer need relief, has joined the| ofertory (tenor solo), “Jesus Only,”
army of ball players Who are driving | gatoll. Charles D. Church.
Palge cars. Del purchased his in De- ., postlude—"Alla Marcia.” King. |

troit last week.

There are now almost enough ball play-
ers driving Pailge cars to make the major

leagues independent of rallroads in case
of strikes,

The SBouth American bird-eating spider
is as big as & mouse, and its furred feet

are 8o formed that it can walk up glass
Al ssinm

3

i Braclioslly ne

1. midseason model Mitchell sport roads-

Thee “| York Winter Garden, and later played
| the lead In

the Universal Fillm
| *Nell of the Navy,”

featurs,
has just purchased

ter. and any afternoon during thsa New

York theatrical season she can be found

along Broadway or in Central Park be-

tween peformances, setiling tired nervea

with the whipping of the fresh alr stir-
ub by ber Mitchell




